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"At length his old master, (I need not him name,)
To this damnable speaker had long owed a shame;
When his speech came abroad, he paid him off clean,
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean.

Knock him down, &c.

" He kindled, as if the whole satire had been
The oppression of virtue, not wages of sin :
He began, as he bragg'd, with a rant and a roar;
He bragg'd how he bounced, and he swore how he swore.1

Knock him down, &c.

" Though he cringed to his dean ship in very low strains,
To others he boasted of knocking out brains,
And slitting of noses, and cropping of ears,
While his own ass's zags were more fit for the shears.

Knock him down, &c.

"On this worrier of deans whene'er we can hit,
We'll shew him the way how to crop and to slit;
We'll teach him some better address to afford
To the dean of all deans, though he wears not a sword.

Knock him down, &c.

"We'll colt him through Kevan, St Patrick's, Donore,
And Smithfield, as rap was ne'er colted before;
We'll oil him with kennel, and powder him with grains,
A modus right fit for insulters of deans.

Knock him down, &c.

" And, when this is over, we'll make him amends,
To the Dean he shall go ; they shall kiss and be friends :
But how ?   Why, the Dean shall to him disclose
A face for to kiss, without eyes, ears, or nose.

Knock him down, &c.

" If you say this is hard on a man that is reckon'd
That sergeant-at-law whom we call Kite the Second,

1 See the Dean's letter to the Duke of Dorset, in which he gives an
account of his interview with Bettesworth, about which he alleges the
serjeant had spread abroad five hundred falsehoods. [S,]